jo               Letters to Somebody

the cloud passed and she seemed much amused by what
she termed his "impudent wit." It was a singularly
apposite description of her.

I will conclude with information priceless to the
charming semi-nudes. (Yes, you are all of you that
now, my dears.) The most striking feature of Mrs.
Norton's great beauty was her wonderful skin, which
remained almost perfect to the last. I once asked her
how she had managed it, and she told me that ever
since her girlhood she had, after washing her face well,
passed over it a sponge dipped in quite fresh milk into
which she had squeezed a perfectly fresh lemon. She
did this just before she got into bed, and she assured
me that she had never applied anything else to her face
and neck throughout her life. In her case, at any rate,
the result was marvellous.

The method will be a bit costly in these days, owing
to the expanse of surface which will call for treatment.

Our greatest friends at Florence in the 'fifties were
the Normanbys. Lord Normanby was our Minister to
the Court of Tuscany, and Lady Normanby was a
yeritable fairy godmother to us children. We were
constantly at their villa, and the beautiful gardens were
our habitual playground. Every Christmas she sent
us a large box of the newest toys specially ordered from
England for her "Florence grandchildren/' as she
called us.

It was to her that I owed in after days the unvarying
kindness of her sister, Lady Harrington, at whose house
1 first met my greatly loved friends Charles and
Theresa Earle. He, alas! is dead, but she lives, and